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Nospatria fates, et dulcia linquimus arva ;
Nospatriamfiigimus: Tu, Tityre, lentus in umbra
Formosam resonare daces Amaryllida sylvas.                     EC. i. 3.
We leave our country's bounds, ourmuch-lov'd plains j
We from our country fly, unhappy swains!
You, Tit'rus, in the groves at leisure laid,
Teach Amaryllis* name to every shade.                       WAHTON.
His account of the difficulties of his journey, gives a very tender image of pastoral distress :
-En ipse capellas
Protenus teger ago : hanc etiam vix, Tityre, duco :
Hie inter densas eorylos modo namque gemellost
Spemgregis, ah! silice in nuda connixa reliquit.               EC. i. 12.
And lo! sad partner of the general care, Weary and faint I drive my goats afar! While scarcely this my leading hand sustains, - Tired with the way, and recent from her pains ; For 'mid yon tangled hazels as we past, On the bare flints her hapless twin she cast, The hopes and promise of my ruin'd fold!                    WARTON.
The description of Virgil's happiness in his little farm, combines almost all the images of rural pleasure; and he, therefore, that can read it with indifference, has no sense of pastoral poetry:
Fortunate senex ! ergo tua rura manebunt,
Et tibi magna satis; quamvis lapis omnia nudus,
Limosoque palus obducat pascuajunco:
Non insueta graves tentabunt pabulaftztas,
Nee mala vicini pecoris contagia l&dent.
Fortunate senex / liic interflumina nota,
Et/antes sacrys, frigus captabis opacum.
Hinc tibi, qua semper vicino ab limits sepen,
Hyblffis apibusflorem depasta salicti,
S&pe levi somnwrti suadebit inire susurro,
Hinc alta sub rupe canet frondator ad auras.
Nee tamen irtterea rauctet tua cura, palumbest
Nee gemere atria cessabit turtur ab ulmo.                         EC. i. 47.
Happy old man,! then still thy farms restored, Enough for thee, shall bless thy frugal board. What tho1 rough stones the naked soil o'erspread, Or marshy bulrush rear its wat'ry head, No foreign food thy teeming ewes shall fear, No tpuch contagious spread its influence here.